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As much estate, and principle, and wit,
As Jansen, Fleetwood, Gibber shallJihink fit;
Stolen from a duel, followed by a nun,
And, if a borough choose him not, undone ;
See, to my country happy I restore
This glorious youth, and add one Venus more.
Her too receive, (for her my soul adores)
So may the sons of sons of sons of whores
Prop thine, 0 empress 1 like each neighbour throne,
And make a long posterity thy own/5
Pleased, she accepts the hero, and the dame
Wraps in her veil, and frees from sense of shame.
Then looked, and saw a lazy, lolling sort,
Unseen at church, at senate, or at court,
Of ever-listless loiterers, that attend
No cause, no trust, no duty, and no friend.
Thee too, my Paridel! she marked thee there,
Stretched on the rack of a too easy chair,
And heard thy everlasting yawn confess
The pains and penalties of idleness.
She pitied ! but her pity only shed
Benigner influence on thy nodding head.
But Annius, crafty seer, with ebon wand,
And well-dissembled em'rald on his hand,
False as his gems, and cankered as his coins,
Came, crammed with capon, from where Pollio dines.
Soft, as the wily fox is seen to creep,
Where bask on sunny banks the simple sheep,
Walk round and round, now prying here, now there,
So he; but pious, whispered first his prayer.